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Oh, recollect your thoughts !
Shake not his hour-glass, when his hasty sand
Is ebbing to the last:
A little longer, yet a little longer,
And nature drops him down, without your sin ;
Like mellow fruit, without a winter storm.
Leo. Let me but do this one injustice more. His doom is past: and, for your sake, he dies.
Torr, Would you, for me, have done so ill an act, And will not do a good one ! Now, by your joys on earth, your hopes in heaven, Oh, spare this great, this good, this aged king; And spare your soul the crime!
Leo. The crime's not mine;
Twas first proposed, and must be done, by Bertran, Fed with false hopes to gain my crown and me; I, to enhance his ruin, gave no leave, But barely bade him think, and then resolve.
Torr. In not forbidding, you command the crime: Think, timely think, on the last dreadful day, How will you tremble, there to stand exposed, And foremost, in the rank of guilty ghosts, That must be doomed for murder! think on murder : That troop is placed apart from common crimes ; The damned themselves start wide, and shun that band, As far more black, and more forlorn than they.
jj>v 'Tis terrible ! it shakes, it staggers me; I knew this truth, but I repelled that thought. Sure there is none, but fears a future state; And, when the most obdurate swear they do not, Their trembling hearts belie their boasting tongues,
Enter TERESA.
Send speedily to Bertran ; charge him strictly Not to proceed, but wait my further pleasure.
Ter. Madam, he sends to tell you, 'tis performed.
[Exit.